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day—these had lately been strange to him; he trembled
now before their intimacy. But why am I trembling? So
a monk might tremble, seeing his cell after his final vows
had been taken. But this is no cell; I am no monk. This is a
room in which, with van Leyden's permission, I shall
work. No more than that. The old battle between his
aspiration and the humility to which he had trained him-
self was refought in his mind; he shied away from his own
vision, telling himself that the intimations which had
swept his being were the intimations of a saint and, there-
fore, presumptuous, unnatural, deceptive in him. Let no
man oe hasty to eat of the fruits of paradise before his
time, Jeremy Taylor had said. It was a warning to ordinary
men not to mistake emotion for vision, a warning that he
would do well to accept. He accepted it now without false-
ness, recognizing his own limitations, but the thought that
the solitude of this room was pregnant with discoveries
for him persisted, and he did not seek to repel or deny it.
I shall be alone here. I shall pursue my task and thread
all my hours on it. It will not be, perhaps, a contemplative
life that I shall lead; contemplation is too high a word.
But I shall have a single mind, and no single mind is
barren.
At peace with himself and seeing his way before him,
he went to one of the windows and looked out upon the
lakes. At the end of the farther lake, where the curving
drive passed out into the road, a bare-headed woman was
standing on the bank—a motionless figure crowned with
a fleck of white. Beyond the gate a loaded cart came down
from the woods, went on its way towards Enkendaal, and
was presently lost among the trees at the roadside. The
white-haired woman vanished into her lodge. In all the
scene there was no human sound or movement, no move-
meat but a shudder of the water now and then and a
ruffling of the trees, no sound but of the little waterfall
which, being near the foot of the tower, sent up its soft
plash and purr to the windows.
m Above the fall, the upper lake stretched away to the
light. A great expanse of water, it curved round the tower

